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and adored by everybody. While Marix adores in silence, Hilarion makes himself loved out of caprice.
The ending of the story is very sad, and yet I would, without hesitation, accept Gioja's fate. In the first place, she worshiped Rome, and then she loved with all her soul. And although she was abandoned, it was by trim, and, if she suffered, it was because of him. I do not understand how anyone can be unhappy at anything that comes from the hand of the man one loves, as she loved, and as I could love, if I ever do love.
She never knew that he had sought her love only from a whim.
" He loved me," she said, "and I should have known how to keep him."
She achieved fame. Her name was repeated with an admiration mingled with amazement.
She never ceased to love him, and he never descended to the ranks of other men in her eyes; she always thought him perfect, almost immortal, and she did not wish to die then, "because he is alive." " How can one kill one's self," she asks, " when the man one loves is still alive?"
And she died in his arms, with his voice murmuring in her ears: "I love you."
But to love like that, one must find an Hilarion. The man one loves in that way must be the descendant of a great family. Hilarion was the son of an Austrian nobleman and a Greek princess. The man one loves like that must never have need of money; he must be no weak player in the game of life, or a man afraid of anything in the world.
When Gioja knelt down and kissed his feet, I like to believe that his nails were pink and that he had no corns.
There comes in my terrible realism!
This man, finally, must never find the doors of palace or club barred to him; never be forced to hesitate before a statue he wishes to purchase, or to experience the vexation ofned everything into ridicule; a millionaire, an beautiful as a god,ames of the lire which devoured their city came to suck than and end their sufferings.and if I add a few figures of speech, do not think it is for the purposeh of passion..e about the room, and *will enter your carriage to gaze at the is funny.    Why,   I   am   still  a young
